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FOR a mile or two the forest would be all beech, then
again pines; there was not much wind, but the pines
creaked against one another; he could hear them
plainly over the crunching horse hoofs and the low
voices of his men behind, a little oppressed, as he was,
by a whole day of riding under these bare and drip-
ping trees, with the path twisting away ahead, and
never coming clear of the soaked tangles of fallen
boughs and holly and privet and thick broom. Even
under the pines where there were no bushes growing,
it was not much better: no one could see ten yards
through the close, straight trunks. At last the guide,
who had been trotting quietly in the mud beside
Quintus' horse, looked up and stopped and pointed.
'What is it?* said Quintus slowly in Gallic, 'are we
there?' The guide nodded; 'Loton - the town!' he
said, then, excitedly, 'the big river!'

In front of them the path began to dip sharply into
the valley through a thicket of young oaks, and peering
through the leafless twigs Quintus could see, first,
the huge curve of the flooded river, shining brown and
grey like a great wet snake, then, nearer, the mud

107